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out from the Kinross shore. On the instant Little Douglas drew in his line and rowed away toward the point whence the signal came, with a strength and skill beyond his years. Mary followed him with her purposeless gaze as he pulled to a part of the shore so far away that the boat dwindled to an almost imperceptible speck. But soon it reappeared, increasing rapidly in size, until she was able to distinguish that it bore a new passenger, who was wielding the oars in such fashion that the skiff fairly flew over the tranquil waters of the lake, ploughing a furrow which sparkled in the rays of the setting sun. Skimming along as swiftly as a bird, it soon was so near that Mary could make out the skillful, sturdy rower to be a young man of twenty-five, with long, black hair, clad in a green velvet doublet, and wearing a mountaineer's cap with an eagle's feather. As he drew near, his back being turned to the castle, Little Douglas leaned over to him and said a few words which made him turn at once toward the Queen. She drew back, instinctively, rather than from any definitely formed fear of being seen, but not so quickly that she did not catch a glimpse of the pale, handsome face of the stranger. "When she returned to the window he had passed out of sight behind a corner of the castle.
The most trivial occurrence is sufficient to arouse the curiosity of a prisoner; it seemed to Mary that the young man's face was not altogether unknown to her, but that she had seen him at some previous time. Search her memory as she would, however, she could recall nothing definite, and she finally concluded that she had been deceived by some vague and indistinct resemblance to some other person.
And yet, despite her reasoning, the idea had taken a firm hold upon her mind; she had constantly before